48       THE PLEASURES OF POETRY
Silence and shades with love agree ;
Both, skelter yon and favour me :
You cannot blush, because I cannot see."
The softness and tenderness of this, due to
the apparently wavering, yet completely con-
trolled length of the lines, still contains, within
it, the sharpness of flames, and this is owing
to the elaborate scheme of A's In the first
verse, and of mixed Fs in the second verse.
The two schemes are brought together in the
third verse.
The satires are thick, gross, terrible, and
blind as stupidity itself. Absalom and
Achitophd has been thought " too long " for
Inclusion, so I cannot give It In its entirety,
although It is a very great poem ; but there Is
no reason why I should not quote from it.
How different is this thick earthiness from
the air-born lightness of the Zambra Dance5
and the water-smooth beauty of Annas
Mirabilis. Dryden^s victims are not so much
Impaled (as are Pope's) in an everlasting moving
heaving hell of lava, as made into a thick
and world-wide mud-pudding (the supreme
epitome of soulless matter), or burled alive be-
neath an immense rumbling fall of mountains.